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and unequal energy. I am thinking of you and .Philip. You can
supply a protection, a charity, a help, a stability to that young
man, without which he will just make the sort of mess of life
natural to his type. And he is worth what you can give him. He
has quality. He is worth saving from his temperamental fate. But
your first sacrifice has to be, the sacrifice of your instinctive sexual
resentments. Your first effort has to be an enormous patience and
charity. Your first feat has to be your realisation that much
may be clean or cleansable in him, that would be, well - a little
disgusting to you. I must make myself quite plain. It is not a
question of your forgiving him this affair with Miss Clarges, after
due repentance on his part, and going on again on your old lines
with the understanding that nothing of the sort is ever going to
happen again. What is before you is something much harder than
that. It is a matter of bracing yourself up to the new idea that this
sort of thing is likely to happen again in your lives, and that it
may happen repeatedly, and however often it may happen, it has
never to make the slightest diminution of your support of him
or of his respect and confidence in you. While you stand over his
life, you unbroken and resolute, no affair of this sort will ever
wreck it. He will come back to you. You will be his fastness, his
safe place. Every time more and more. But talk and think of
offending and forgiving, put yourself on a level with Miss Puppy
Clarges, fight her for him, peck the other hen, and shut yourself
against him - in any way, in any way, and down he goes and
down you go, and your two lives will dribble through a tangle
of commonplace sexual quarrels and estrangements to some sort
of muddling divorce or separation or compromise. ...
CI don't know why I write all this to you. Your brain is as fine
as mine and you must know all that I am writing. As you read it it
will come to your mind not as a new conviction but as the
illumination of something that has always been there.
cYou are Philip Rylands5 wife. In the fullest sense and to the
last possible shade of meaning, you are his wife; you are a wife
by nature, and the role of a wife is not to compete and be jealous,
but to understand and serve and by understanding and serving
rule. Wives are rare things in life, but you are surely one. You
cannot possibly give yourself the airs of the ordinary married
mistress. You have wedded yourself to your Philip - beyond
jealousy - except for his sake. I can see you in no other part/